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~ . enlighten Booth further than

CHAPTER XIX,

‘The Hollow of Her Hand,
When Booth called in the aftarnoon
st Bara’s mpartment, he was met by
the news that she was qulte 11l and
_ gould see no one—not even him. The
doctor had been summoned during the
- might and had returned In the morn-
- ing, to find that she had a very high
tamperature. The butler could not
this,
except to add that a nurse was com-
ing in to take charge of Mre. Wran-
dall, more for the purpose of watching
her symploms than for anything else,
he belleved. At least, so the doctor
had sald.

Two days passed before the dls-
tressed young man could get any defi-
nite news concerning her condlition.
He unconsclously began to think of It
as 4 malady, not a mere {llness, due
of course to & remark Carroll had
dropped when Sara had told him the
whole truth of the tragedy and of
her own vindictlve plans. It was
Carroll himself who gave a definite re-
port of Sara. He meat the lawyer com-
ing away from the apartment when he
called to Inquire.

“She isn't out of her head, or any-
thing lke that" said Carroll uneasily,
“but she's in a bad way, Booth. I'll
tell you what 1 think s troubling her
‘more than anything else. Down (n her
heart she realizes that Hetty Castle-
ton has got to be brought tace to face
with the Wrandalls."

“The deuce you sayl”

“Today I aaw her for the firat time.
Almost {mmediately she asked me If
I thought the Wrandalls would treat
Hetty fairly It they ever found out

“truth about her. 1 sald | thought
would. [ didn't have the heart

to tell her that thelr grievance un-
doubtedly would be shifted from Hetty
to her, and that they wouldn't be llke-
1y to forgive her for the stand she'd
taken. Bhe doesn’t seem to care, how-
ever, what the Wrandalla think of her,

" By the way, have you any Influence
- over Hetty Castleton ™

*“1 wiah I were sure that I had,” sald
Booth,

“Do you think she would come If you
460 her a cablegram?”

"I am golng over—"

“She will have your letter In a
wouple of days, according to Sara, who
weems to have a very falthful corre-
spondent In the person of that maid.
I shudder to think of the cable tolls
in the past few months! [ sometimes
wonder If the mald suspects anyvthing
more than a loving Interest In Miss
Castleton. What I was about to sug-
gest Is this: Couldn’t you cable her on
Friday saying that Sara s very ill?
This Is Tuesday.”

“1 will cable, of course, but Sara
must not know that I've done IL"

“Can you come to my office tomor-

w afternoon?”

“Yes, Tomorrow nlght | shall go

er to Phlladeiphia, to be gone till

1day. 1 hope it will not be necessary

*» me to stay longer. You never can

{1 about these vperations.*

“l1 trust everything will go well,

~andop:”

‘" ral things of note transpired
‘a noon on Friday.

fhe Wrandalle arrived from Eu-

‘pe, without the recalcitrant colonel.

r. Redmond Wrandall, who met them
. fhe dock, heaved & sigh of reilef.

“He will be over on the Lusitanla,

“ salling,” sald Leslie, who for
_ wd resson best known to himself

‘are a troubled look,
~ Mr. Wrandall's face feill. "I hope
‘ot he sald, much to the indignation

D

fe Met the Lawyer Coming Away
| From the Apartment.

wife aod the secret uneasiness
son,. “Thees predatory connec-
s of the British nobllity—"
-!‘Pmr?!" ganped Mrs. Wrandall,
~are a blood-sucking lot,” went on

old gentleman firmly. “If he
to New York, Leslie, I'll stake
won't be long in borrowing

usand dollars from each of
& An! 1o'll not seek to Im:lllar.: u.:
7 atle| Uing fo pay It bac >
now t :/H'g“ ‘
Ta' ther hard.
' he sskad

the motor that whirled them across
town.

“By the way, my dear,” he sald to
his wife, a e Irrelevantly, “don't
you think §t"would be right for you
and Vivian to drop in thia aftarncon
and see Sara? Just to let her know
that she isn't without—"

“It's out of the question, Redmond,”
sald his wife, a shocked expression In
hor face as much as to say that he

ust ba guite out of his head to sug-

t such a thing, “"We shall be dread-
fully busy for several daye, unpacking
and—well, doing all sorts of necessary
things."

“She is pretly slck, | hear,” mumbled
he.

“Hasn't she got a uuru?" demanded
his wife.

“1 merely offered the luuutlun in
order—"

“Well, we'll gee her noxt week. Any
other news ™

“Mre, Booth, Brandon's mother, was
operated on for something or other
day before yesterday."”

*Oh, dear! The poor thing! Whers?"

“Philadelphia, of course.”

“1 wonder If—let me see, Leslle,
tsn't there a good traln to Phlladel
phia at four o'clock? 1 could go—"

“Really, my dear,” sald her hus-
band sharply.

“You forget how busy we are, moth-
er,” sald Vivian, without a amile.

“Nonsense!"” said Mrs. Wrandall, In
considerable confusion. “Was it & seri-
ous operation, Redmond?

“They cut a bone out of her nose,
that's all. Brandon says her heart Is
weak, They were afraid of the ether.
She's all right, Carroll says."

“(loodness!'s eried Mrs. Wrandall
One might have suspected a note of
disappointment in her volce.

*] shall go up to see Sara this after
noon,” eald Vivian calmly. “What's
the number of her new apartment?”

“You have been up to see her, of
course,” sald Mra, Wrdndall acldly.

He fidgetted. "I didn’t hear of her
illness untll yesterday."

“I'l go up with you, Viv," sald Les:
e,

“No, you won't,” sald his sister flat-
ly. “I'm going to apologize to her for
something I eald to Brandon Booth.
You needn't tog along, Les.”

At half-past five In the afternoon,
the Wrandall limousine stopped In
front of the tall apartment bullding
near the park, a foolman jerked open
the door, and Miss Wrandall stepped
out. At the same moment a telegraph
messenger boy paused on the sldewalk

to compute the artistic but puzzling,

numerals on the lmposing grilled doors
of the bullding.

Miss Wrandall bad bhersall an-
nounced by the obsequious doorman,
and stood by in patience to walt for
the absurd rule of the house to be
carried out: *“No one could get In
without being announced from below,”
sald the doorman,

“l ¢'n get in all right, all right,” sald
the messenger boy, “I got a tellygram
for de loldy.”

“Go to the rear!” eoxclalmed the
doorman, with some energy,
While Mise Wrandall walted in

Sara’s reception hall on the tenth ficor,
the messenger, having traversed a
more devious route, arrived with his
MeRsAge.

Waltson took the envelope and told
him to walt. Filve minutes passed.
Miss Wrandall grew very uncomfort-
able under the persietent though com-
plimentary gaze of the street nrehin.
He stared st her, wide-eyed and ad-
miring, hie tribute to the glorious. She
slaref back occaslonally, narrow-oyed
and reproving, her tribute to the gro-
Lesque.

“Will you please step into the draw-
Ing-room, Miss Wrandall,"” sald Wat-
son, returning, He led her across the
emall foyer and threw open a door.
She passed into the room beyond.

Then he turned to the boy who stood
beside the hall seat, making change
for a quarter us he approached,
“Here,” bhe sald, handing him the re-
celpt book and a dime, “that's for
you." He dropped the quarter into his
own pooket, where it mingled with
colng that were strangers to it up to
that instant, and imperiously closed
the door behind the boy who falled to
say "thank you." HEvery man to hie
trade!

There was & woman in the drawing-
room when Vivian entered, standing
well over agalnst the windows with
her back to the light. The visitor
stopped short In surprise. She had
expected to find her sisterdindlaw In
bed, attended by a politely superior
parson In pure ‘white,

“Why, Bara,” she began, "I am so
glad to ses you are up and—"

The other woman came forward
“But I am not Bara, Miss Wrandall,"
we said, in a well-remembered volee,

“How do you do?”

Vivign found horself looking into
the face of Hetty Castieton. [nstantly
she extended her hand,

“This I8 & surprise!"” she exclalmed.
“When did you return? Leslle told
ma your plang were quite settled when
he eaw you in Lucerne. Oh, | seel Of
course! How stupld of me. Sara geot
for you."

“She has been quite 111" said Het
ty, non-committally. “"We got in yester-
day. 1 thought my place was here,
ninturally,”

‘“Naturally,” vepeated Vivian, In a
delached sort of way. “How la ghe
today? May I see her?" .

“Bhe is very much better. In fact,
she is sitting up In her room.” A warm
flush suffused hor face, a shy smile ap-
peared in her eyes. “Bhe I8 recelving
‘two gentlemen visitors, to ba perfectly
honest, Miss Wrandull, her hvu. Mr,
Carroll, and—Mr, Booth.”

ot
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“But ghe will ses you, Misa Wran-
dall-—If you dont mind walting. It Is
n business conference they're hav-
|I‘l‘."

An lronle gleam appeared in the cor-
ner of Vivian'es eys. “Oh,"” she mald,
and walted. Hetty smiled uncertain-
ly. All at onee the tall American girl
was Impressed by the wistful, almost
bumble look In the Englishwoman's
eyes, an appealing look that caused
her to wonder not a little, Like a filash
she jumped at an obvious conclusion,
and almost caught her breath. Tals
girl loved Booth and was losing him!
Vivian exulted for a moment and then,
with an Impulse she could not quite
catalogue, lald her hand on the other's
slim fingers, and murmured somewhat
hazily: “Never mind, never mind!”

"Oh, you must walt,”” cried Hetty,
not at all In touch with the other's
mood. "Sara expects to see you. The
men will be out in a few minutes.”

“l think § will run in tomorrow
morning,” sald Vivian hastily. She
arose almost Immediately and again

e

Vivian Found Herself Looking Inte the
Face of Hetty Castleton,

cxtended her hand, "So glad to see
you back pgaln, Mies Cantleton. Come
and see me. Give my love to Sara.”

She took her departure In  some
haste, and In her heart she was rejole-
ing that she had not succeaded In ma-
king a fool of herself by confeasing to
Sara that she had sald unkind thiogs
about her to Brandon Booth,

Hetty resumed her seat in the broad
French window and stared out over
the barren treetops in the park. A
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frightened, pathetie droop returned to |

her lps. 1t had been there most of
the day.

In Sara’s boudoir, the doors of which
wera carcfully closed, three persons
were in close, even repressed confer
onea. The young mistress of the house
satl propped up in a luxurious chalse-
lounge, wan but Intense. Confronting
here were the two men, leaniog for-
ward fn thelr chairs, Mr. Carroll held
in his hand & number of papers, prom-
inent among them being three or four
telegrams. Booth's face was radiant
despite the serlous matter that occu-
pled his mind. He had reached town
early In the morning In response to a
telephone message from Carroll an-
nouncing the sudden, unannhounced ap-
pearance of Hetty Castleton at his of-
fices on the previous afternoon., The
girl's arrival had been most unexpect-
ed. She walked In on Mr. Carroll, ac-
companied by her mald, who had a dis-
tinetly .sheepish look in her eyes and
geemed eager to explaln something
but could not find the opportunity.

With some firmnesa, Mlss Castleton
had asked Mr. Carroll to explain why
the woman had been set to spy upon
her every moment, & demand the wor-
thy lawyer could not well meet for the
good and sufficient reason that he

e

wasn't vary clear about 1t himself
Then Hetly broke down and cried,
confessing that she was sager to go to
Mrs. Wrandall, at the same time sob:
bing out something about a symbaolle
dicky-bird, much to Mr. Carroll's won-
der and perplexity,

Heo sent the mald from the room,
and retired with Mise Castleton to the
innermost of hia private offices, whore
without much preamble he Informed
her that he knew eoverything. More-
over, Mr."Booth was in possession of
all the facts and was even then on the
polint of slarting for Europe to soe her.
Of course, his letter had falled to
reach her in tima. There was quite a
tragic scene In the seclusion of that
remote little office, during which Mr.
Carroll wiped his eyes and blew his
no#e more than once, after which he
took it upon himeelf to dispatch a mes-
senger to Sara with the word that he
and Mise Castleton would present
themselves within half an hour after
his note had been delivered, .

The meeting between Sara and Hat-
ty was affecting, . ., . Almost im-
medlately the former began to show
the most singular signe of improve
ment: She laughed and cried and joy-
ously announced to the protesting
nurse that she wae feellng quite well
agaln! And, in truth, she got up from
the couch on which she recllned and
insisted on being dressed for dinner.
In another room the amagzed nurse waa
frantically appealing to Mr. Carroll to
let her send for the doctor, only to be
confounded by hls urbane announce-
ment that Mrs. Wrandall was as “right
a8 & string” and, please God, she
wouldn't need the services of doctor or
nurse agaln for years to come. Then
he nsked the nurse If she had ever
heard of a disease called "nostalgin.”

She sald she had heard of “home
sickness.”

“Well, that's what ailed Mra, Wran.

dall,” he sald. “Mlss Castleton Is the
cure.”
Booth came the next morning.

. Even as she lay pussive in his
urms. Hetty denled him. Her arms
were around his neck as she miserably
whispered that she could not, would
not be his wife, notwithstanding her
love for him and hila readiness to ac
capt her as she was. She was obdurata,
lovingly, tenderly obdurate. He would
have despaired but for Sara, to whom
he afterwards appealed,

“Walt,” was all that Sara had sald,
but he took heart. He was beginning
to look vpon her as a sorceress, A
week ago be had falt sorry for her;
bis heart had been touched by her
transparent misery. Today he saw
her in auother light altogether; ns the
determined, resourceful, ecaleulating
woman who, having falled to attain a
cortain end, was now intensely, keenly
interested in the development of an-
other of a totally different nature. He
could not feel sorry for her today,

Hetty deliberately had placed her-
self In thelr hands, withdrawing from
the conference shortly before Vivian's
arrival to glve bersell over to gloomy
conjectures as to the future, not only
for hersell, but for the man she loved
and the woman she worshiped with
something of the fidelity of a beaten
dog.

L L] - L] - L -

At a later conference participated In
by SBara, Booth and Mr. Carroll, the old
lawyer spoke plainly.

“Now are you both willlng to give
serious conslderation to the plan 1 pro-
pose? Take time to think it over. No
harm will come to Mlss Castleton, |
am confldent. There will be a nine
days’ sensation, but, after all, it is the
best thiug for everybody. You pro
pose living abroad, Booth, so what are
the odds Ir—"

“I shan't live apbroad unless Hatty
reconsiders her declsion to not marry
me,” sald the young man dismally,
“*Gad, Sara, you must convince her
that 1 love her better than—"
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NOT IN ALL THINGS GROSS

Mechanical the Age M-y Be, But It
Has the Best of the Spirit of
the Past

Oure, says a veteran theater mana-
ger gloomily, I8 & mechanlical nge, In
which less and less Is left to the hu-
man factor, to originality, Indlvidual-
ity and the spirit. Ours is, indeed, &
mechanical age, but it Is not.an age
thut dispenses, or 1 at all llkely to
dispense with charm, beauty and the
things of the spirit. To the broader
vision—Ilke that of Walls—a mechani-
cnl age is an age “set free.” an age
that has more time for study, contem:-
plation and right living. There s no
reason why vilgarity and gross mate
riallam should capture the wonderful
mechanical devices of the age; and
there Is plenty of evidence that “the
spirit" iu busy trying to utilize the
game devices, Automatic players have
brought music—and good musle, too—
juto tens of thousands of bomes In
small towns and rural districts. The
movies are dolng wonders. They will
soon become an adjunct of every
gchool, museum snd cultural agency.
Thay will demoeratize science. They
will make "dry" siudles attractive.
They will steadily elevate the stand-
hrds of popular entertainment, anpex-
ing the spheres of romance, adventure
and hnty_. Our, uuhn!ul ngo en-

man? Knowiedge and luvention shall
make us freer, and freedom from too
moenotonous, grinding toil will make
us more truly human, more truly so-
clal and civilized.

What Came Up,

An Englishman was driving around
County Tipperary one warm day, when
be came across & farmer sotting pota-
ioes, Thinking vo have a joke with
him, he began:

“Well, Pat, what are you planting?”

“Praties, sir,” sald Pat,

“Do you think potatoes will come
up?” asked the Englishman,

“Of course,"” sald Pat

“Why, 1 set onlons last year In our
garden, and carrots came up,” sald the
Englishman,

“Oh,"” sald Pat. *I set an acre of
turnips last year in that fleld over
there, and do you know what came
up1u

“No," replied the Englishman,

“Mike Murphy's old black donkey,
and ate them all,” answered Pat.

Motes and Beams.

George Ade, over a cup of afternoon
tea with a group of oynical bachelors
at the Chlcago Athletic club, sald:

“Married men declare (hat thelr
wives can’t keep a secrel, but these
men themselves are Jjust as bad.

“A married man buttonholed me in |

the billlard room an bour ago and told
uoul‘rlshmlmw
'tlﬂthh RO any w
ended.
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“1 think she knows all that, Bran-
don. As I said before, wait! And now,
Mr. Carroll, I bave this to say to your
suggestion: [ for one am relentlesaly
opposed to the plan you advoeate,
There s no occension for this matter to
go to the public. A trial, you say,
would be & mere formality. I am not
80 sure of that, Why put poor Hetty's
head In the llon's mouth at thls late
stage, after [ have ‘protected her so
carefully all these months? Why, take
the risk? We know she Is lonocent.
Isn’t it enough that we acquit her In
our hearts? No, I cannot consent, and
I hold both of you to your promises.”

“There Is nothing more 1 can say,
my dear Sara,” sild Carroll, shaking
his head gloomily, “except to urge you
to think It over very mseriously. Re-
member, It may mean a great deal to
her—and to our eager young friend
here, Years from now, like a bolt from
the sky, the truth may comse out In
some way. Think of what It would
mean then ™

Bara regarded him steadily. “There
are but four people who know the
truth,” she sald slowly., “It isn't like-
ly that Hetty or Brandon will tell the
story. Professional honor forblds your
doing so. That leaves me as the sole
peril, Ie¢ that what you would lmply,
my dear friend?"

“Not at all” he erled hastlly, “not
at all, "

“That's nll tommy-rot, Sarn,” cried
Booth earnestly. “We just couldn't
have anything to fear from you."

With curfous Inconsistency, she
shook her head and remarked: “Of
course, you never could be quite easy
in your minds, There would always
be the feeling of unrest. Am [ to be
trusted, after all? [ have proved my-
self to be a vindletive schemer., What
assurance can yoiu and Hetty have that
I will not turn agalnst one or the oth-
or of you some time and crush you to
antisfy a personal grievance? How do
you know, Brandon, that I am not In
love with you at this very—"

“Good heavens, Saral!” he
Agape,

“— at this very moment?” she cop-
tinued. “It would not ba ko very
strange, would It? | am very human.
Tho power to love is not denled me.
Oh, | am merely philosophizing, Don't
look #o serious. We will suppose that
1 continued along my career as the
woman scorned, You have seen how |
smart under the lash, Well?"

“But all that Is impossible” sald
Booth, his face clearing. “You're not
In love with me, and never can be,
That! for your philogsophy!"

At the same instant he became
aware of the singular gleam In her
eyes; a liquid, orlental glow that
seemed to reflect light on her lower
lids as she sat there with her face in
the ehadow. Once or twice before he
hid been consclous of the mysterious,
soductive appeal. He atared back at
her, almost defensively, but her gasne
did not waver. It wus he who first
looked away, curfously uocomfortable.

“StiIL" she sald slowly, “1 think you
would be wise to consider all possible
contingencles.”

“I'll take chapces, Sara,” he said,
with an odd buoyancy in his volee that,
for the lfe of him, he could not ex-
plain, even to himself.

“Even admittivg that such should
turn out to be the case,” sald Mr, Car-
roll judicially, “1 don't believe you'd
go #0 far as to pul your loyal friends
in jeopardy, Sarn. So we will dismiss
the thought. Don’t forget, however,
that you hold them in the hollow of
your hand. My original contention was
based on the time-honored saying,
‘murder will out.” We never can tell
what may turn up, The best laid plans
of men and mice oft—"

Bara settled back asmong the cush-
ions with & peremptory wuve of her
nand. The loose, flowing sleave fell
away, revealing her white, exquisitely
modeled arm almost to the shoulder.
For some strange, unaccountable rea-
#on Booth's eyes fell.

“1 am tired, wretchedly tired. It has
been n most exhausting day,” she sald,
with a sudden note of weariness in her
volee. Both men started up apolo-
gotically. “I will think serlously of
your plan, Mr, Carroll. There Ig no
hurry, I'm sure. Please send Mise
Wrandall in to me, will you? Perhaps
you would better tell Hetty to come
in as soon as Vivian leaves, Come
back tomorrow afternoon, Brandon, 1
ghall be much more cheorful. By the
way, bave you noticed that Dicky, out
in the library, has been singing all aft-
ernoon as if his lttle throat would
split? It ls very curious, but today is
the firet time he has uttered n note
in nearly flve months. Just listen to
him! He is fairly riotons with song."”

Booth leaned over and kissed the
hand she lifted to him., “He Is llke the
rest of us, Sara, inordinately happy.”
A slight shiver ran through her arm.
He falt |t

“] am so afraid his exuberance of
gpirit may annoy Vivian,” said she,
with a rare smile. "She detesta vul-
garity."”

The men departed. She lay back In
the chalselounge, her ayes fixed on
the hand he had touched with his lips.

Watson tapped twice on the door.

“Mise Wrandall could not walt,
ma'nm,” he sald, opening the door soft-
ly. “She will call agaln tomorrow."

“Thank you, Watson, WIIl you
hand me the clgarettes?”

Watson hesitated. “The clnmuu
ma'am

“Yea."”

“But the doctor's orders, ma'am, beg-
glng your pardon for—"

*1 have a new doctor, Watson."

“] beg pardon, ma'am!"
“The celebrated Doctor Folly," she
snid lghtly,
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mistake for you to marry me,” sald
Hetty In a troubled volce, 1 feel that
Sara will not let me go."

“That's pure nonsense, Hetty,” he
gald. “She wanots you to marry me, |
am positive” He may have thought
his tone convinecing, but something
caused her to regard him rather fxed-
ly, as If she were trylng to solve an
elusive puzzle

He took her by the arm and ralsed
her to her feet., Holding her quits
closs, he looked down Into her ques-
tioning eyes and sald very seriously:

“You are susplcious, even of me.
dearest. 1 want you. Thera la but
one way for you to be at peace with
yourself; shift your cares over to my
ghoulders. [ will stand between you
and everything that may come up to
trouble you. We love one another.
Why should we saorifice our love for
the sake of a shadow? For a week,
dearest, I've been pleading with you;
won't you end the suspensa today—
end It pow—and say you will be my
wite?

The appeal was so gontle, so sincere,
so full of longing that she wavered,
Her tender blue eyes, lately so full of
dread, grew molst with the insffable
sweetness of love, and capitulation
was in them. Her warm, red lips part-
ed in a dear little amile of surrender,

“You know I love you." she sald
tremulounly,

He kisged the lovely, appealing lips,
not once but many times,

“God, how | worship you,"” he whis-
pered passionately. 1 can't go on with-
out you, darling, You are life to me. 1
love you! [ love you!"

She drew back In his arms, the
shadow chasing the light out of her
ayes,

“We are both living In tha present,
we are both thinking only of It, Bran-
don. What of the future? Can we fore-
see the future? Dear heart, I am al-
ways thinking of your future, not my
own, Ia It right for me to bring you—"

“And 1 am thinking only of your fu-
ture,” he sald gravely, “The future
that ahall be mine to shape and to
make glad with the fulfilment of every
promise that love has in store for both
of us. Put away the doubls, drive out
the shadows, dearest, Live o the light
for ever, lLove la light”

“If 1 were only sure that my shad-
ows would pot descend upon you, I—"

He drew her close and kissed her
ngaln.

“l1 am not afrald of your shadows.
God be my witness, Hetty, | glory In
them. ‘They do not reflect weakness,
but strength and nobility, They make
you all the more worth having. |
thank God that you are what you are,
dear heart.”

“Glve me a few days longer, Hran-
don.” she pleaded. “Let me conquer
this strange thlog that lies here In my
brain, My heart l8 yours, my soul Is
yours, But the brain is a rebel. 1
must triumph over it, or it will always
lie in walt for a chance to overthrow
this little kingdom of ours, Today I
bave been terrified. [ am disturbed.
(Give me a few days lqn;vr."

“l would not grant you the reapite,
were 1 not so sure of tha outcoms,” he
sald gently, but there was a thrill of
triumph In the tones, Her eyes grew
very dark and soft and her lips trem-
bled with the tide of love that surged
through her body. "Oh, how adorable
you are!” he eried, straining her close
in a eudden ecstasy of passion.

The doorbell rang, They drew apart,
breathing rapldly, thelr blood leaping
with the contact of opposing passions,
thelr flesh quivering. With a shy,
sweel glance at him, sho turned to-
ward the door to awalt the appearance
of Watson., He could still feel her in
his arms,

A drawling volee camo to them [rom
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Booth Kissed the Hand She Lifted to
Him.

the vestibule, and a moment later Los.
la Wrands!l entered the rrary, pull-
ing off his gloves as = =t
“Heollg,” he sald gliony, 'l told that
fellow downstalrs It wasn't noecessary
to announce me by telephone. Silly
arrangement, 1 say. Why the devil
shoulll they think everybody's a thiet
or a book agent or A constable with a
subpoena? He knows I'm one of the
family. U'm likely to run in any time,
I told him, and— Oh, | say, I'm not
butting in, am 1, Miss Cdstleton?”
He shook hands with both of them,
and then offered his clgarette oase to
Booth, firat salecting one for himself.
Hetty assured him that he was not de
trop, sheer profligacy on her part in
view of his readiness to concede the
point without a word from her,
“Nippiug wind,” he said, taking his
stand befors the fireplace, “"Where In
Sara? Never wind, don't bother har

I've got all the tiwae in the world. By | fyes

th-w me.wm lrmum
® from ) .

-.—-—-qrnl-—-nrr_- ————e e

'Onlyachmtorm--

r hands and back
worth five cents.

BUT there’'snochance
about RUB-NO-MORE
WASHING POWDER. It
wouldn’t increase in
sales every week tin-
less it made house-

work much easier.
RUB-NO-MORE

your
sinks, toilets an
cleans and sweetens
Tl o e
germa.
not need hot water.

RUB-NO-MORE
Carbo Naptha Sosp

Five Cents—All Grocers
The Rub-No-More Co., Ft. Wayne, Ind,

e e e ———
Ruin Threatening Him.

The great planist was weeplng bit-
terly.

“What
wite.

“In a few more years I shall have to
deglst from my beloved planoforte—
my hair is coming out something
flerce."”

RUB-NO-MORE
Washing Powder

fs it?" asked his devoted

Important to Mothers
Examine carefully every boltla of

UASTORIA, a safe and sure remedy for

Infants and children, and see that it
Bears the

Signature of

In Use For Over 30 Years,

Children Cry for Fletcher’s Castoria

The Day of the Beaver.
Pat—Did you ever ses a beaver at
work?
Mike—Sure! On the 17th of March!

Dr. Prory's Vermifuge “Dead Bhot' kills
:?'d expeis Worme b & very fow hours
.

A desirable thing to konow Is how
hest to swenten the bitters of life with
mirth.

Red Cross Ball Blue, much bettor, goes
farther than liquid blne. Get from any
grocer,  Adv.

The perfect husband always belongs
to another woman.

A Stitch in Time

Colds, fevers, congestion and germ dis-
ensel wre proty sure Lo overwork the kid-
neys aud leave them weak, In ecnvales-
oence, in fact at any thme when suspiclon
18 arouseid by a lame, aching buok, rheu-
matlo  paing,  hoadache, dlzziness or
disordered wurine, the use of Doan's
Kidoey Pills 1s 4 stiteh In tlme that
mway avold serlous Kiduey disease,

Doan’s Kidney Plllscommand confldense,
for no other remedy ls so widely used,
s0 freely recowmended or 50 generally
suoucssful.

A Rentucky Casne
T D Redd, far-

.."vﬂ n-ﬁf‘I

mer, Cadis, Kr.
suys: ‘I had to
gl up five or six
timea at night
pome  the kidney
weeretlong Thure
wam  an intenee
paln 1h my back
and hips and 1
coilld hardliy

stralghten nftepr
stonping 4
dizzy spelln. 1o
A woon as 1 used
Poan's Kidney
Pllle. they Celped
mro and In A month

was cured. I
bave had good health llmt

Get Doan's st Any Store, 50c & Box

DOANl KIDNEY

PILLS
FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N. Y.

Don’t Persecute
Your Bowels

Cut out cathartics and purpthﬂ. They am
brutal, hamh, unpecessary,

CARTER’S LITTLE
LIVER PILLS

Purely vegetable, Act
gently on the liver,
eliminate bile, and

had

Constipation,

Bilinuaness, .

Sick Head-

ache and Indigestion, an millions koow,

SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE.
Genuine must bear Signature
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SPECIAL TO WOMEN

The most economical, cleansing and
germicidal of all antiseptica Is

Friaderze

A soluble Antiseptic Powder to
be dissolved in water as needed.

As a medlelnal antigeptic for douches
in treating catarrh, inflammation or
nleeration of nose, throat, and that
cansed by feminine ilis it has no equal.
For ten years the Lydia E. Pinkham
Medieine Co. has recommonded Paxtine
in thelr private correspondence with
women, which proves {ts superlority.
Women who bave been cured say
it I8 “worth its welght In gold." At

druggists. 50c. large box, or by mail
The Paxton Tount Co,, Baoston,

AB3

Masa,

TRADL uAu

Will reduce Inflamed, Strained,
Swollen Tendons, Ligaments,
Muscles or Bruises, Swops the

lameness and pain from a iy
Side Bone or Bone Spavin, No
blister, no hair gone. Horse can be

used. $2 1 bottle delivored. Deacriba
your case for special insuructions
anl Buok 2K Free.

RBI R. lhe antiseptic liniment for
mll\km;.z&t’ucc' v.u-.l orn,
‘:.Cnll. % l’m MII!'I“ m

. YOUNG, P 0. F. $10 Tempie Street,
[lf@:o ll',_‘!!fﬁ“l




